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| Spoken by Mr, SPARKS. 


Jan antient times, wide Britain's wade vas arms, 
And the lov'd muſick of her youth alarms. 

A god like race ſuſtain'd fair England's ſame: 

Who has not heard of gallant PiERcy's name? 

Ay, and of DoverLas ? Such illuſtrious foes 

In rival Rome and Carthage never roſe ! 

From age to age bright ſhone the Britiſh Gre, 

And every hero was a hero's fire. 5 

Whey powerful fate decreed one warrior's doom, 

Up ſprung the Phoenix from his warrior's tomb. 

But whilſt thoſe genorous rivals fought and ws 

Thoſe generous rivals lov'd each other well: 

Though many a bloudy field was loſt and won, 

Nothing in hate, in honour all was done, 

When PIERCY wrong d defy'd his prince or peers, 


Faſt came the Dou As, with his Scottiſn ſpears; 


And, when proud Dou Las made his king his foe, 
For DOUGLAS, PiERCy bent his Engliſh bow, 
Expell'd their native homes by adverſe fate. 

They k nock'd alternate at each other's gate: 

Then blaz'd the caſtle, at the midnight hour, 

For him whole arms had ſhook its firmelt iower. 


This night a DovcGLAs your protection claims; 
A wife! a mother! pity's ſofteſt names: 
1 be ftory of her woes jadulgent hear, 
And grant your ſuppli.nt ail te begs, a tear: 
In confidence ſhe begs ; and hopes to find 
Each TOR breaſt, like noble P1ERCY'S kind, 
A 2 
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TRAGED „. 
deri SCENE 1 


The Court of a Caſtle laune with It de. 


Enter Lady Rix Solz. 


* woods a wilds, * melancholy OG 


Accards with my ſoul's ſadneſs, and draws torth 


The voice of ſorrow from my burſting deed, g 
Fare well a while: I will not leave you long; 
For in your ſhades I deem ſome ſpirit duelle. 
Who from the chiding ſtream or growing oak, 
Still hears. and anſwers to Matilda's moan. 


O DOUGLAS! D@UGLAS! if departed ghoſts 


Are e'er permitted to review this world, 
Within the circ!: of the wood thou art, 
And with the paſſion of immortals hear'ſt 


My lamentation ; hear'ſt thy wretched wife 


Weep for her huſband ſain, her infant loſt, 


hal My brother's timeleſs death I ſeem ta mourn, 


Who periſh'd with thee on this fatal day. 

To thee | left my voice; to thee addteſs 

The plaint which mortal ear hag never heard, 
O difregard me not though { am cal'd 
Another's now, my heart is whoily thine. 
Incapable of change, affection lies 

Buried my DoUGLAs, in tay bloody grave. 


But Randolph comes, whom füte bas ade my Lord, 


I 
. 
| | 


o 
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6 DOUS LAS; 


To chide my anguiſh, and defraud the dead. 
| Enter Lord RANDOLR. 


La. Ran. Again theſe weeds of woe | ys a0 Wos 


well 


To feed a paſſion which confuihen thy life 
The living claim ſome duty; vainly thou 
 Beſtow'ſt thy cares upon the ſilent dead. 


La. Ran. filent, alas! is he for whom I mourn : 
Childleſs, without memorial of his name, 


He only now in my remembrance lives. 


\ This fatal day ſtirs my time ſettled ſorrow, 


Troubles afreſh the fountain of my heart. 
Id. Rax. when was it pure of . Theſe black 


weeds 


: {Expreſs the wooted colour of thy 6 


For ever dark and diſmal. Seven long years 


Are paſs'd, ſince we were join'd by ſacred ties: 


Clouds all the while have hung upon thy brow, 5 
Nor broke, nor parted by one gleam of joy. 

Time, wat San out the trace of deepeſt anguiſh, 
As the ſca ſmooths the prints made i in the ſand, 


Has paſt o'er thee in vain, 
La. Ran. If ume to come 


Ihould prove as inneffectual, yet my 10 


\ Thou canſt not blame me. When our Scottiſh youth 


Vy'd with each other for my luckleſs love, 
Oft I beſought them, I impior'd them all 
Not to aſſail me with my father's aid, 
Nor blend their better deſtiny with mine: 


1 For melancholy bad conge al d my blood, 


And froze affection in my chilly breaſt, 

At Jaſt my vire, rous'd with the baſe attempt 

To force me from him, which thou rend'red'ſt vain, 

To his own daughter bow'd his boary head, 
* Beſought me to commiſerate his age, 


And vow'd he ſlicu'd rot, cculd not die in peace, | 


' Unleſs he ſaw me wedded; and ſecur'd 


* From violence and perraye: J hen, my Lerd! * 


In my extreme e dif tels i call Jon thee, 


4 N A GAD F. 4 
Thee I beſpake, profeſs d my ſtrong defire 


To lead a ſiogle, ſolitary life, 
And begg'd thy nobleneſs, not to Saad 


hon] Her for a wife whoſe heart was dead to love. 


lack 


th 


How thou perſiſted'ſt after this, thon know'ſt, 
And muſt confeſs-that am not unjuſt, = 
Nor more to thee than to myſelf injurious. 

Ld. RAN. That 1 confeſs ; yet ever muſt regret 
The grief I cannot cure. Would thou wert not 
Compoſ'd of grief and tenderneſs alone, 

But bad'ſt a ſpark of other paſſions in thee, 

Pride, anger, vanity, the ſtrong deſire 

Of admiration, dear to woman kind; 

heſe might contend with, and allay thy grief, 

As meeting tides and currents ſmooth our firth. 

La. RAN. To ſuch a cauſe the human mind ol owes 
ts tranſient calm, a calm Lenvy not. 

ILA. Rax. Sure thou art not t the daughter of Sir Mal- - 

„ +a 
Ptrong was his rage, l his reſentment : 

'or when thy brother fell, he ſmil'd to hear 


hat Dou drs ſon in the ſame field was ſlain. 


La. Rax Oh! rake not up the aſhes of my fathers : . 


Implacable reſentment was their crime, 


and grievous has the expiation been. 
Contending with the DouGLas, gallant lives 
Of either houſe were loſt ; my anceſtors 
Compell'd, at laſt, to leave their antient ſeat 
Jn Tiviot's pleaſant banks; and now, of them 


No heir is left. Had they not been fo ſtern, | 
I had not been the laſt of all my race. 


Ld. Ran. Thy grief wreſts to its purpoſes my wee” 
never aſk'd of thee that ardent love, Te 
hich in the breaſts of fancy's children burns. \ 
Decent affeRion, and complacent kindneſs 
Vere all I wiſh'd for; but I wiſh'd in vain. 
lence with the leſs regret my eyes behold 
he ſtorm of war that gathers o'er this land: 
I ſhould periſh by the Daniſh ſword, 


5 Matilda wonld not ſhed one tear the more. 


La. RAN. Thou doſt not think fo : 
I ove thy merit, and eſteem thy virtues, 
But whither goeſt thou now? 
Ld. Ran. Straight to the camp, 

| Where every warrior on the tip-toe (lands 

Of expedtation, and impatient alks : 
Each who arrives, if he is come to tell 
The Danes are landed. 5 bo 
Ia. Ran. O, may 1 10 winds, | 
5 Far from the coaſt of Scotland, drive their flect! 
And every ſoldier of both hoſts return 
In peace and fafety to bis pleaſant home ? 


woful as I am; 


Ld. Ran. Thou ſpeak'ſt 2 woman's, bear a warrior's 


wiſh: 
| Right from their native land, the "TOR north, 
May the wind blow, till every keel is fix d 


Ilmmoveable in Caledania's ſtrand ! | 


Then ſhall our foes repent their bold iavaſion, 
And roving armies ſhun the fatal ſhore. 


La. Ran. War I deteſt ; but war with foreign foes, 


' Whoſe manner, language, and whole looks are ſtraoge, 
Is not ſo horrid, nor to me ſo hateful, | 
As that which with our neighbours oft we wage. 
A river here, there an ideal line 
By fancy drawn, divides the ſiſter lagdoms, 
On each ſide dwells a people fimilar, 
' As twins are to each other, valiant both, 
Both for their valour famous through the world; 
Let il they not untie their kigdred arms, 
* And, i 
Bat with each other fight in cruel conflict. 
Oullant in ſtrief, ard noble in their ire, 
* The batile is their paſtime. They go forth 


Gap in the moraing, as to ſummer ſport : 


When ev'ning comes, the glory of the worn 
* The youthful warrior is a dlod of clay, 
Thes fall the prime of either hapleſs land: _ 

vnd ſutb the fruit of Scotch and Engliſh wat 


they muſt have war, wage diſtaot war, 


VV 
Id Ran. PIl hear no more : this melody would make 


A ſoldier drop his ſword, and doff his arms, 
Sit down and weep the conqueſts he has made: 


Yea, (like a monk), ling relt and peace in heaven 


To ſouls of warriors in his battle (lain, 
Lady, farewell: 1 leave thee not alone; 


Yonder comes one whoſe love makes duty light, [LE xit. 


Enter Anna. 5 
tim: Forgive the raſhneſs of your Auna 8 lere: : 


5 Urg'd by affection, I have thus preſum'd 


19 


To interrupt your ſolitary thoughts ; 
And warn you of the hours that you negle&, 
And loſe in ſadneſs. 
La. Ran. So to loſe my houts _ 
Is all the uſe I wiſh to make of time. 


Ann. To blame thee, lady, ſuits not with my late + + 


But ſure I am, fince death firſt prey'd on man, 
Never did ſiſter thus a brother mourn. _ 
What had your ſorrows been, if you had loft, 


Ia early youth, the huſband of your heart 1 


La. Ran. Oh! 
Ann. Have 1 diſtreſt you with officious loves. 
And ill tim'd mention of your brother's fate ? 
Forgive me, lady: humbly though I am, 
The mind I bear partakes not of my fortune ; 
So fervently J love you, that to dry 
Theſe piteous tears, 1'd throw my life away. 
La. Ran. What power directed thy anconſcion 
tongue 


To ſpeak as thou haſt done? to name — : 


Ann. I kaow not: 
But ſince my words have made my miſtreſs tremble, 
I will ſpeak ſo no more ; but filet mix 
My tears with her's. 

La. Ran. No, thou-ſhalt not be ſilent. 
F'll truſt thy faithful love, and thou ſhalt be 
Henceforth th' inſtructed partner of my woes, 


Bot what avails it? Can tby feeble pity 
IRoll back the flood of never ebbiog ti time? 
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Compel the earth and ocean to give up . Du 
Their dead alive? 
Ann. What means my noble miſtreſs ? 
La. Ran Didſt thou not alk what bad my ſorrows 
1 been ?f — _ 
If I in early youth hadſt loft a huſband "IK 
Isa the cold boſom of the earth is lodg d, 
| Margl d with wounds, the huſband of my youth ; 
And in ſome cavern of the ocean lies 
My child and his. ————— 
; Ann, Q! lady, moſt rd t- = 
| The tale wrapt up in jour eng words 
|  Deiga to vefold. | 
La. Ran. Alas ! an ancient feud, 
Hereditary evil, was the ſource 
Of my misfortunes. Ruling fate decreed, 
That my brave brother ſhould in battle fave 
The lite of Deuglas' ſon, our houſe's foe: 
The \outhful warriors vow'd eternal friendſhip. 
To ſee the vaunted ſiſter of his friend. 
Impatient, Douglas to Balarmo came, 
Under a dorrow'd name, —My heart he gaia'd ; 
Nor did | long refuſe the hand he begg'd: 
My brother's preſence authoriz'd our marriage. 
Three wecks, three little weeks, with wings of down, 
Had o'er us flown, when my lov'd lord was call'd 
Jo fight his father's battles ; and with him, | & 
In ſpite of all my tears, did Malcolm go. 


| Scarce were they gone, when ſtern fire was told 6 
That the falſe ſtranger was lord Douglas“ ſon. | * 


Flag tick with rage, the Baron drew his ſworxd 
And queſtion'd me. Alone, forſaken, faint, d 
Koeeling beneath his ſword, faul'trigg 1 took 4 
Au oath equivocal, that I ne'er would ( 
Wed one of Dou las) name. Sincerity, WV 


Thou krit of virtues, let no mortal leave | by 
The oaward path! although the earth ſhould gape, 
And from th: gulph of hell deſttuction cr7, 85 


To take diſkmulation's winding way. 


„ r n AG. T. 11 


Ann. Alas! how few of woman's fearful kind 
Durſt own a truth ſo hardy 
La. Rad, The firſt truth 
Ts eaſieſt to avow, This moral learn, | 
This precious moral, from my tragic tale — 
In a few days the dreadful tidings came y 
That Douglas ard my brother both were ſlain. 
My lord! my lifz / my husband — mighty COd! 
What had I done to merit ſuch aflition ? 5 
Ann. My deareſt lady !( many a tale of tears 
I've liſten d to; but never did 1 hear 
A tale ſo ſad 1 this. FL 
La. Ran. In the firſt days _ nt To 
Of my diſtracting grief, I found miſe ——— --- 
As women Wiſh to be who love their lords. 
But who durſt tell my father ? The good prieſt 
Who join'd our hands, my brother's ancient tutor, 
ith his lov'd Malcolm, in the batile ſe l: 
hey two alone were privy to the marriage. 
Dn ſilence end concealment | reſolv d. 
ill time ſhould make my father's fortune mine. 
hat very night on which my ſon was born, 
y nurſe, the only confident | had, 
det out with him to reach her fiſter's houſe : 
Zut nurſe, or infant, bave I never ſeen, 
or heard of, Ang ſince that fatal hour. 
y murder'd child ! had thy fond mother bor d 
e loſs of thee, ſhe had loud fame defy'd, EY 
eſpis'd her father's rage, thy father's bed, 
And wander'd with thee through the ſcorning world. 
Ann. Not ſeen or heard of ! then perhaps lie lives. 
La. Ran. No. It was dark December : wind and rain 
ad beat all night, Acroſs the Carron lay 
he deſtin d road; and in its ſwelling flood 
iy faithful ſervant periſh'd with my child. 
hapleſs ſon ! of a moſt hapleſs fire |!— 
t they are both at refl; and I along 
wel] in this world of woe, condemn d to walk, 
ke a guilt- -troub] 0 gboſt, my painful rounds : 
3 2 
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Nor has deſpiteful fate permitted me 


The comfort of a ſolitary ſorrow. 


'Though dead to Joye, I was compell'd to wed 


Randolph who ſuatch'd me from a villains arms; 
And Randolph now poſſeſſes theſe domains, 


That by Sir Malcolm's death on me devoly'd; 


| Domains, that ſhould to Doug ſon have giv" n 


A baron's title, and a baron's power. 


( 
! 


oy 


* 


* 


Such were my ſoothiog thoughts, while I bewail'd | 
The ſlaugbter'd father of a ſon unborn 

And when that ſon came, like a ray from heaven, 
Which ſhines and diſappears ; alas! my child ! 

* Now long did thy fond mother graſp the hope 
Of havigg thee, ſhe knew not bow, reſtor d. 

| Year after year hath worn her hope away 

But left lil! undiminiſh'd her deſire. | 


Ann. The hand that ſpins th* uneven thread of life, 
\May ſmooth the length that's yet to come of your's. 
La. Ran. Not in this world: 1 have conbder'd well 


Its various evils, and on whom they fall. 
Alas! how oft does goodneſs wound itſelf, 


And ſweet affection prove the ſpritg of woe. 


My heart had broke, when I beheſd the ſum 5 


O ! bad I dy'd when my lor d huſband fell! 


And ſome good angel op'd to me the book 


Of providence, and let me read my life, 


Of ills, which one by one 1 have 'endur'd. 


Ann. That God, whoſe miniſters good angels are, 


Hath ſhut the book in mercy to mankind. 


But we maſt leave this theme : Glenalvon comes: 


I ſaw him bend on you his thoughtful eyes, 


| And hitherwargs he ſlowly ſtalks his way. 


La Ran. 1 will ayoid him. 'An ungracious perſon 


Is doubly irkſome in an hour like this 


Ann. Why ſpeaks my lady thus of Raudolph's heir 
La. Ran. Becauſe be's not the heir of Randolph 


virtues. 
/ Subtle and ſhrewd, he offers to mankind = 
An artificial image of bimſelf: 


)J 
And he wich eaſe can vary to the taſte 
Of different men, its features- Self Seemed: 
And maſter of his appetites he ſeems : 
But his fierce nature, like a fox chain'd up, 


Watches to ſeize unſeen the wiſh'd-for prey. 


Never were vice and virtue pois'd ſo il, 


As in Glenalvon's unrelenting mind. 


[Yet he is braye and politic in war, 


ell 


And ſtands aloft in theſe unruly times. 


W hy I deſcribe him thus Vi} tell hereafter : | 


By and detaia him il I reach the caſtle. 


Exit Lady Randolph, 
"inp. 0 Wie where art thou to be found? 
I ſee thou dwelleſt not with birth and beauty, 
Though grac'd with grandeur, and in wealth array'd ; 
Nor doſt thov, it would ſeem, with virtue dwell ; 
Elſe bad this gentle lady miſs'd thee not. 
Enter GIENAL VN. 
Glen. What doſt thou muſe on, meditating maid ? 
Like ſome entranc'd and viſionary feer 


On earth thou ſland'ſt, thy thoughts aſcend to 3 
Ann. Wou'd that I were, een as thou ſay'ſt, a ſeer. 


To have my doubts by heavenly viſion clear'd ! 


Glen. What doſt thou doubt of: ? what haſt thou to 4 155 


With ſubjects intricate ? Thy youth, thy beauty, 
Cannot be queſtion d: think of theſe good gifts; 


And then thy contemplations will be pleaſing. 


Ann. Let women view yon monument of woe, 
Then boaſt of beauty; who fo fair as ſhe ? 
But 1 muſt follow : this revolving day 
Awakes the memory of her ancient woes, 


ene en flu. 
80 8 Randolph ſhuns me; by and by 
I'll woo her as the lion wooes his brides | 
Y The deed's a doing now, that makes me lord 
Of theſe rich valleys, and a chief of power, 
The ſeaſon is moſt apt & my ſounding ſteps 
Wil not be heard an id it the din of arms 


Exit Anna N 
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Randolph has liv'd too long Whis better fate 7 
Had the aſcendant once, and kept me down : 
When I had ſeiz'd the dame, by chence he came, 
Reſeu'd, and had the lady for his labour; 

I ſcap'd unknown : a ſlender conſolation! 

' Heav'n is my witneſs that I do not love 

"To ſow in peril, and let others reap 

The jocund harveſt Yet I am not ſafe : 

Hy love, or ſomething like it, ſtung inflam'd, 
Madly 1 blabb'd my paſſion to his wife, 
Aud ſhe has threaten'd to acquaint him of it. 

Te way of woman's will I do not know: 

But well I know the baron's wrath is deadly. 

J will not live in fear: the man 1 dread 


\n 
1 Is as A Dane to me; AJ, and the R | | * 

Who ſtands 3 me and my chief deſire po. 

No bar but he; ſhe has no kinſman near; — | pe; 

No brother io * ſilter's quarrel bold; 1 14 
And for the righteous caule, a r » aufe, y 
1 F know no chict that will defy Glenalyon, 0 ac 
| 0 


ACT u. SCENE L 


Enter Servants and a Kr der at one chor, and {av 


Lady Rangalys and Anna at another. 


h 
J 
Ts Ran. ww HAT means this aa ? (ranger ll bp 

: ſpeak ſecure; - 


Haſt thou been wrong'd ? have theſe ls 4 preſum d l, 2 
To vex the weary traveller on his way? - 


1 1 f/ Serv. By us no ſtranger ever ſuffer'd wrong : 
1 This man with outcry wild has call'd us forth; 
1 So ſore afraid he cannot ſpeak his fears. 
EF; Enter Lord Randolph, and Young man, with their | 
words drawn and bloody. 
is Ran. Not vaio ihe ſtranger's fears how fares 
oy Lord ! ! 


* 


and 


er 


n'd, 


heir 


ares 


4 1 A 4 1 U . - 6 
Ld. Ran. That it fares well, thanks to this gallant 


youth, 
Vhoſe valour ſav'd me from a wretched death! 
\s down the winding dale I walk'd alone, 
At the croſs way four men attack'd me: 
Rovers, I judge, from the licentious camp, 
Vho would have quickly laid Lord Randolph low, 
ad not this brave and generous ſtranger come, 
ike my good angel, in the hour of fate, 
ind, mocking danger, made the foes his own. 
hey turn'd upon him; but his aRive arm 
truck to the ground, from whence they roſe no more, 
he ſierceſt two; the others fled amain, 
\nd left him maſter of the bloody field. 
peak, Lady Randolph ; upon beauty's tongue = 
well accents pleaſing to the brave and bold. 
peak, noble dame, and thank him for thy lord. 
La Ran. My lord, I cannot ſpeak what now l feel, 
y heart o er flows with gratitude te heaven, 
ad to this noble youth, who all unknowa 
o you and yours, deliberated not, 
or paus'd at peril, but humanely brave 6 
ought on your (ide, again{t ſach fearful odds. 


lave hon yet learn'd of him whom you ſhould thank? oo 


hom call the ſaviour of Lord Randolph's life? 
Ld. Ran. I alk'd that queſtion, and he anſwer'd not: 


ut [ muſt know who my deliverer is. (To the ſtrang er. 


Stran. A low born man, of parentage obſcure, 
ho nought can boaſt, but his deſire to be 
ſoldier, and to gain a name in ams. 
Ld. Ran. Who'er thou art, thy ſpirit is endobled 
p the great king of kings! thou art ordain'd 
Jod ſtampt à hero by the ſovereign hand 


I nature l blu not, flower of modeſty 


s well as valour, to declare thy birth, | 
Stran. My name is NORVAL.: on the Grampian hills 
y father feeds his flocks ; a tru galtwain, 

"hole conſtant cares were to increaſe his ſtore, 
keep his only fon, myſelf, at home, 


_ — 40 * 
" N 5 — — — — my” — 8 — 
5 A. — — — 


c * 
T * 
FAA ˙àw]— —7＋à «! 


r 


» * — 
n 1 . 0 * 78 
. EET” CO ONT 


Dor 


For 1 had heard of battles and ! long d 
To follow to the field ſome warlike lord : 


And heaven ſoon granted what my fire deny 4. 
This moon which roſe laſt night, round as my ſhield, 


Had not yet fill'd her horns, when, by her light. 

A band of fierce barbarians, from the hills, 

 Rufh'd like a torrent down upon the vale,  _. 
 Bweeping our flocks and herds. The ſhepherds fled 


For ſafety, and for ſuccour, I alone, 


With bended bow, and quiver full of arrows, 
| Hover'd about the enemy, and mark*d 
'The road they took, then haſted to my friends ; 1 


Whom, with a troop of fifty choſen men, 


I met advancing. The purſuit I led, 


Till we o'ertook the ſpoil encumber'd foe. 


We fought and conquer'd. Ere a ſword was drawn, 
An arrow from my bow had piere'd their chief, 
W bo wore that day the arms which I now wear. 

| Returviog home in triumph, I dildain'd 
The ſhepherd's ſlothful life; and having heard a 
That our good king had ſommon'd his bold peers 
To lead their warriors to the Carron fide, 

I left my father's houſe, and took with me 


A choſen ſervant to conduct my ſteßs— 
Lon trembling coward who forſook his maſter.” 


Journey ing with this intent, I paſt theſe towers, 
And, heaven-direted, came this day to do 
The happy deed that gude my humble name. 


Id. Ran. He is as wiſe as brave. Was ever tale 


With ſuch a gallant modeſty rebears'd? 
My brave deliv'rer ! thou ſhalt enter now 
A nobler liſt, and in a monarch's ſight _ 
Contend with princes for the prize of fame. 
I will preſent thee to our Scotiſh king, 
. Whoſe valiant ſpirit ever valour lov'd. 


Hal my Matilda 1 wherefore ſtarts chat tear ? 
La. Ran. I cannot ſay : for various affections, 


And ſtrangely mingled, in my boſom ſwell ; 


Jet each of them may well command a tear. 


A TR A 8 E D v. 7 
joy that thou art ſafe; and J admire 


Him and his fortunes who hath wrought thy ſafety 3 


ea, as my mind predicts, with thine his own. 
Obſcure and friendleſs, he the army ſought, 

ent upon peril, in the rage of death 

eſolv'd to hunt for fame, and with the {word 
To gain diſtinction which his birth deny'd. 


In this attempt unknown he might have periſh' d, 


y, 


And gain'd, with all his valour, but oblivion. 
ow grac'd by thee, his virtue ſerves no more 
Beneath deſpair. The ſoldier now of hope 
e ſtands conſpicuous ; fame and great renown 
\re brought within the compaſs of his ſword. 
Jn this my mind reflected, whilſt you ſpoke, 
And bleſs'd the wonder-working Lord of heaven. 
Ld. Ran. Pious and greatful ever are thy thoughts } 15 


ly deeds ſhall follow where thou point'ſt the Ways, i ads Pave 


Next to myſelf, and equal to Glenalvon, 
1 honour and command ſhall Norval be, 


I Norv. I know not how to thauk you. Rude I am, 


tale 


ſpeech and manners: never till this hour 
ood I in ſuch a preſence : yet my lord, 
here's ſomething in my breaſt which makes me bold 
o ſay, that Norval ne'er will ſhame thy favour, 

La. Ran. 1 will be ſworn thou wilt not. Thou ſhalt 

fs 

y knight, and ever, as * didſt to day, 

ith happy valour guard the life of Randolpu. 
Ld. Ran. Well haſt thou ſpoke. Let me forbid reply, 

(To Nerval. 

e are thy debtors ill ; thy high deſert 

'ertops our gratitude, I muſt proceed, 

s was at firſt intended, to the camp. 
dme of my train I ſee are ſpeeding thither, 

patient, doubtleſs, of their lord's delay.) 

o with me, Norval. and thine eyes ſhall ſee 

ze choſen warriors of thy native land, 

ho languiſh ſor the fight, and beat the : air 

ith brandiſh'd ſwords 

E 
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Norv. Let us begone, my lord. * 
L4. Ran. [Ts Lady Randolph. ] About the time that A 

the declining ſun 

Shall his broad orbit o'er yon hill led; Y 

Expect us to return. This night once more =. 


Within theſe walls I reſt ; my tent I pitch 10 
To morrow in the field. Prepare the feaſt. EM 
Free is his heart who for his country fights : — | 


He ia the eve of battle may reſiga 
Himſelf to ſocial pleaſure : ſweeteſt then, 
When danger to a ſoldier's foul endears 
The human 3 Joy that never may return. 
8 xeunt Randolph and Norral, 
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5 Lad RAN Do rH and Anza. : 
"Ti: Ran. His parting words have [truck a fatal truth, 
0 Deuglas ! Douglas! tender was the time 
When we too parted, ne'er to meet again! 
How many years of anguiſh and deſpair = 
Has heav'n anex'd to thoſe ſwift paſſing hours 
Of love and fondneſs ! "Then my boſom's flame 
' Oft, as blown back the rude breath of fear, 
| Return'd, and with redoubled ardour blaz d. 


Ann. May gracious heay' n pour the [weet ba'm of nd 
peace L. 
© Sat the wounds that Falter le in your bent 5 gal 
"Off earthly conſolation cannot cure them. f I 
La. Ran. One only cure can heaven itſelf beſtow ; — old 
A orave—that bed in which the weary reſt. * 
 Wretch that I am! Alas! why am I fo? be 
At every bappy parent I repine! IS 
How bleſt the mother of yon gallant Norval | E cn 
She for a living huſband bore her pains, _ =O 
And heard him bleſs her when a man was born : ithi 
She nurs'd her ſmiling infant on her breaſt : 5 


Tended the child, and rear'd the pleaſing boy : 
She with affection's triumph, ſaw the youth 
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La grace and comelineſs ſurpaſs his peers : 
Whilſt I to a dead husband bore a ſon, 
And to the roaring waters gave my child, 
Ann. Alas! alas! why will you thus reſume 
Your grief afreſh ? I thought that gallant youth 
Would for a while have won you from your woe, 
On him intent you gazed, with a look 
Much more delighted, than your penfive eye 
Has deign'd on other objects to beſtow. 
La. Ran, Delighted ſay'ſt thou ? Oh! even theres 
mine eye 
Found fuel for my life conſuming forrow. 
I thought, that had the ſon of Douglas liv'd. 
|, He might have been like this young gallant ſtranger, | 
And pair'd with him in features and in ſhape, 
In all endowments, as in years, I deem, 8 8 
My boy with blooming Norval might have number'd, 
MWhbilſt thus 1 mus'd, a ſpark from fancy fell 
, Pa my ſad heart, and kindled up a fondneſs 
For this young ſtranger, wand'ring from his , 
\nd like an orphan caſt upon my care, 
will protect thee, (ſaid | to myſelf) 
Vith all my power, and grace with al! my favour. 
Ann. Sure heaven will bleſs ſo gen'rous a reſolye. 
ou muſt, my noble dame, exert your power: 
ou muſt awake: devices will be fram'd, 
And arrows pointed at the breaſt of Norval.) J 
La. Ran. Glenalyon's falſe and crafty head will work 
\painſt a rival in his kinſman's love, 
f I deter him not : I only can. 
old as he is, Glenalvon will beware 
low he pulls down the fabrick that I raiſe, 
be the artiſt of young Norval's fortune, 
is plealing to admire : moſt apt was I 
o this affection in my better days; 
hough now I ſeem to you ſhrunk up, retir'd 
ithin the narrow compaſs of my woe. 
ave you not ſometimes ſeen an early flower 
pea its bud, and ſpread its filken leaves, = 
| C 2 
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To catch ſweet airs, and n to beſtow ;_ 

Then, by the keen blaſt nipt, pull in its leaves, 

And, though till living, die to ſcent and beauty? 

Emblem of me: affliction, like a ſtorm, 

= Hath kill'd the forward bloſſom of my heart, 
Enter GLEnaLyoN. 


Gln. Where i is my deareſt kinſman, noble Randolph? 


La. Ran. Have you not heard, Glenalyon of the 

baſe—— 

Glen. I have: and that the villains may not "ſcape, 

With a ſtrong band I haye begirt the wood: 
If they Jurk there, alive they ſhall be taken, 
And torture force from them th* importunt ſecret, 
Whether ſome foe of Randolph hir'd their ſwords, 
Or if— 
La. Ran. That care becomes a kinſman' $s love. 
1 have a counſel for Glenalvon's ear. [Exit Anna, 

Glen. To him your counſels always are commands. 

La Ran, I have not found ſo: bon art known to me. 

len Known! : | 

La Ran. Ard 1 certain is my conſe of TL TR 

Cen. What do you know ? by the molt bleſſed croſs 

Tou much amaze me. No created being, 
_ Yourſelf except, durſt thus accoſt Glenalvon. 

La. Ran. Is guilt ſo bold? and doſt thou make a merit 
On thy pretended meekneſs? This to me, 
Who, with a gentleneſs which duty blames, 

Have hitherto conceal'd, what, if divulg'd, : 
Would make thee nothing; or, what's worſe than that, 
An outcaſt beggar, and unpity'd ton / 
For mortals ſhudder at a crime like thine, 
Glen. Thy virtue awes me. Firſt of womankind ! 
Permit me yet to ſay, (that the ſound man 
Whom love tranſports beyond firidt virtues bounds, 
If he is brought by love to miſery, | 
In fortune ruin'd, is in mind forlorn, 
_ OUnpity'd cannot be. Pity's the alm 
Which on ſuch beggars freely is beſtow d: 
For mortals know that love is s {ill their lord, 
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Through the dry heatli againſt the fanning wind. 


Perhaps his preſence may not pleaſe thee well: 


Let not thy jealouſy attempt to ſhake 
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And o'er their vain refolvgs advances (till; 
As fire, when kindled by our ſhepherds, moves 


La. Ran. Reſerve theſe accents for ſome other ear; A 
To love's apology I liſten not. 
Mark thou my words; for it is meet thou mould ſt. 
His brave deliv'rer Randolph here retains, 


But, at thy peril, practiſe aught againſt him: 


And looſen the good root he has in Randolph ; 
Whole favourites I know thou haſt ſupp anted. 
Thou look'ſt at me, as if thou fain wouldſt pry 
Into my heart. *Tis open as my ſpeech. 
I give this early caution and put on 

The crub, before thy temper breaks away. 

'The ſtiendleſs ſtranger my protection claims: 

His friend 1 am and be not thou bis foe. 
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Manet Granatron. | 
Child that I was, to ſtart at my own ſhadow, 
And be the ſhallow fool of coward conſcierce | 
1 am not what I have been; what I ſhould be, 
The darts of deſtiny have almoſt pierc'd 
My marble heart, Had I one grain of faith. 
In holy legends, and religious tales, 
I ſhould conclude there was an arm above 
That fought againſt me, and A turn d, 
To catch myſelf, the ſubtil ſnare 1 ſet. 
Why rape and murder are not ſimple means! 
Th' imperfect rape to Randolph gave a ſpouſe : 


And the intended murder introduc'd 


A favourite to hide the ſun from me; 

And worſt of all. a rival. Burning bell 1 

This were thy centre if I thought ſhe lov'd bim! 
*Tis certain ſhe contemns me; day, commands me, - 


And waves the flag of her diſpleaſure o'cr me, 
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An his behalf. And ſhall I thus be bray'd 2? 
-Cur'd, as ſhe call it, by dame challity ? | 


Infernal ſiends, if any fiends there are Al 
- More fierce than hate, ambitian, and revenge, _wH 
-Riſe up and fill my boſom with your fires In | 
And policy remorſeleſs ! Chance may ſpoil Bel 
A fiagle aim; but perſeverance muſt 1 
Proſper at laſt. For chance and fate are words ; F: Th 
Perliſtive wiſdom is the fate of man. Nees Ih 


Parkly a project peers upon my mind, 
Like the red moon when riſing in the oY i 
Croſs'd and divided by ſtrange colour'd Ode) 1 


I'Il ſeek the ſlave who came with Ver val hither, Of 
Aud for his cowardice was ſpurned from him. g 

'Iv'd known a follower's rankled boſom breed e 

Venom molt fatal to his hced eſs lord. 8 Bel 

| | | Pre 


ACTI SCENE I, 
A Cour t, c. as before. 


Enter Axva. Ms 


1 AxNA 
HY vaſſats, grief! great 3 5 aer break, 
+ And change the noon-tide to the midnight hour, 
Whilſt lady Randolph ſleeps I will walk forth, ie 
And taſte the air that breathes on yonder bank, | 
_ Eweet may her ſlumbers be! Ye miniſters 
Of gracious heaven, who love the human race, 
Forſake your ſkies, and to ber couch deſcend ! 
J here from her fancy chaſe thoſe diſmal forms ry. 
That haunt her waking ; her ſad ſpirit charm 
With images ce eſtial, ſuch as pleaſe 
The bleſt above upon their po'den beds. _ 
Enter SERVANT. I" 
Serv. One of the vile aſſaſſins is ſecur d- 
We fcund the villian Jurkiog ia the wood: 
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With dreadful imprecations he denies 
All knowledge of the crime. But this is not 
His firſt eſſay: theſe jewels were conceal'd 
In the moſt ſecret places of his garment; 
Belike the ſpoils of ſome that he has murder d. 
Ann. Let me look on them. Ha! here is a heart, 
The choſen creſt of Douglas valiant name! 
I Tbeſe are no vulgar jewels, Guard the wretch. 
| [Exit Anna, 
| Enter ſervants with. a priſoner | 
Pris. 1 know no more than does the child unbom 
Of what you charge me with. 
1/# Serv. You ſay ſo Sir! 
But torture ſoon ſhall make you ſpeak the truth. 
Behold the lady of Lord Randolph comes; 
Trerere . to mect her juſt revenge, - 


SCENE I. 
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Enter Lady Ranvours and ANNA. 

Ann. Summon Fyour-utmolt fortitude, before 

ou ſpeak with him. Your dignity, your frame, 
Are now at ſtake. Think of the fatal ſecret, _ 
hich in a moment from your lips may fly, 
La. Ran, hou ſhalt behold me with a deſperate 

DER. | 
Hear how the infant periſh. See he kneels, 
[Te prijener hnee!s. 
Pris. Heaven bleſs that courtenance fo ſweet and 
mild 

A judge like thee makes innocence more bold, 
O fave me lady! from theſe cruel men, 

ho have attack'd and ſeiz'd me; who accuſe 
e of intended murder, As 1 hope 
'or mercy at the judgment feat of God, 
The tender lamb that never nipt the graſs, 
$ not more innocent than [ of aturder, 
La. Rin, Of this mau's yo hat proof can ye pre- 

duce 
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1/7 Serv. We found him lurking in the hollow dla, 


When view'd, and call'd upon, amaz'd, he fled, 
We overtook bien, and enquir'd from whence, 
And what he was? He ſaid he came from far, 
And was opon his journey to the camp. _ 
Not ſatisfy'd with this, we ſearch'd his c'oaths 
And found theſe jewels, whoſe rich value plead 


Moſt powerfully againſt him, Hard he ſeems, 


And old in villainy. Permit us try 
His ſtubbornneſs againſt the torture's force. 


Pris. O gentle lady! by your lord's dear life ! ! 


Which theſe weak hands, I ſwear, did ne'er aſſail? 
And by your children's welfare, ſpare my __ 
Let not the iron tear my antient joints, 
And my gray hairs bring to the grave with pain. 


La. Ran, Account for theſe : thine own they canno? 
„„ 


For theſe I fay, be ſtedfaſt to the truth J 
Detected falſhood is moſt certain death. 


Anna removes the /ervants and returns) 
_ Pris. Alas! I'm fore b:ſet ! let never many 


For ſake of lucre, ſin againſt his ſoul ! 
Eternal juſtice is in this moſt juſt! _ 
I, guiltleſs now, muſt former guilt reveal. 


La. Ran. O! Anna hear! 
thee ſpeak 


once more 1 charge 


The truth direct: for theſe to me foretel 
And certify a part of thy narration; 


With which if the remainder tailies not, 
An inſtant and a dreadful death abides thee. 

Piis. Then thus adjur'd, I'll ſpeak to you as juſt 
As IF you were the miniſter of heaven, 
Sent down to ſearch the ſecret ſins of men, 
Some eighteen years ago, I rented land 
Of brave Sir Malcolm, then Balarmo's lord ; 
But falling to decay, his ſervants ſeiz'd 
All that I had, and then turn'd me and mine, 
(Four helpleſs infants and their weeping mother} 
Out to the mercy of the winter - winds. 


R 
In 
8 
O 
1 
R 
T 
A 
of 
T 
B 
M 
H 
B 
B 
| A 
A 


2 


2s OF) 


4 1 14 D *. 25 


0, A little hovel by the river's ſide 
* Þ Receiv'd us: there hard labour, and the {kill 
| In fiſhing, which was formerly my ſport, 
Supported life. Whilſt thus we poorly liv'd, 
One ſtormy night, as I remember well, 
The wind and rain beat bard upon our roof : 
Red came the river down, and loud and oft 
The angry ſpirit of the water ſhrick c. 
At the dead hovr of night was heard the cry. 
of one in jeopardy. I roſe and ran 
To where the circling ebby of a pool 
Beneath the ford, us'd oft to bring withia 
My reach, whatever floating thing the ſtream 
Had caught. The voice was ceaſ'd; the perſon loſt : 
But looking ſad and earneſt on the waters, 
no? Þ By the moon's light I ſaw, whirl'd round and round, 
| A baſket : ſoon I drew it to the bank, 
And neſtled curious there an infant lay. 
Ia. Ran. Was he alive ? 
5} Pris. He was. 
; La. Ran. Inhuman that thou art! Oo 
How could't!thou kill what waves and tewpeſts ſpar'c dc 
Pris. J am not ſo inhuman. 
La. Ran. Didſt thou not? 
rg Ann. My noble miſtreſs, you are mov'd too much : 
This man bas not the aſpe& of ſtern murder : 
Let him go on, and you, I hope, will hear 
Good tidings of your kinſman's long loſt child, 
Pris. The needy man, who has known better daysy 
One whom diſtreſs has ſpited at the world, 
Is he whom tempting fiends would pitch upon 
To do ſuch deeds, as make the proſperous men 
Lift up their hands, and wonder who could do them. 
And ſuch a man was I; a man declin'd, 
Who ſaw no end of black adverſity : | 
Yet for the wealth of kingdoms I would not 
Have touch'd that infant, with a hand of harm. 


La. Ran. Ha! doſt thou fay ſo? Then perhaps he 
lives! | | 
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Not many days ago theſe eyes be held 
Him, flouriſhing in youth, and health, and beauty 


Direct and clear, elſe I will ſearch thy ſoul. 


Though hard to be reftrain'd, defeats itſelf. —— 
Purſue thy ſtory with a faithfol tongue, l 
Jo the laſt hour that thou didſt keep the child. 


= Ard like a peaſant breed the noble child _ 
That none might mark the change of our eſtate, 
We left the country, travell'd to the north, 


| Our ſecret wealth. But God's all- ſeeing eye 


With his own ſecret; but my anxious wife, 


Not as the off ſpring of our cottage - blood; 


26 5 0 0 6 t 
Pris. Not many days ago he was alive. 
La. Ran. O! God of heaven did he then die ſs] 


lately ! 
Pris. I did not ſay he died ; I hope he lives : : 


5 WY wat 


La. Ran. Where is he now? 
Pra. Alas ! I know not where. 
La. Ran. Oh fate! 1 fear thee ſtilt, | Thou riddler, 
ee, pen 


Lo — 


Ann. Permit me, ever honour'd ! Keen impatience, 


Pris. Fear not my faith, tho' I muſt ſpeak * ſhame, 


*: Within the cradle, where the infant lay, | : C 
Was {iow'd a mighty ſtore of gold and jewe!s ; 
Tempted by which we did reſolve to bide, 


From all the world, this wonderful event, 


Bought flocks and herbs, and gradually brought forth 


Bcheld our avarice, and ſmote us ſore. 
For one by one of our own children died. 


And he, the ſtranger, ſole remain'd the heir 


Of what indeed was his Fain then wou'd „5 


1 
Who with a father's fondneſs lov'd the boy, 1 


Have truſted bim, now in the dawn of youth, 


Foreboding evil, never would conſent. 
Mean while the ſtripling grew ia years and beauty 
And as we oft obſerv'd, he bore himſelf, Tl 


For nature will break out ; mild with the mild, 
But with the forward he was fierce as fire, 
And night and day he talk'd of war and arms, 


ler, 


me, 
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1 ſet myſelt againſt his warlike bent; 
00 But all in vain; for when a deſperate band 


[Of robbers from the ſavage mountains came 


La. Ran. Eternal providence! What is thy dame? 
' Pris, My name is Nor va“: and my name be bears, 
La. Ran, Iis he; tis he himſelf! It is my ſon! 


O ſovereign mercy! Twas my child I ſaw! 
No wonder, Anna, that my boſom burn'd. 


Anna. Juſt are your Gate ne'er was woman's 
heart 


| Prov'd with ſuch fierce extremes High fated dane! 1 
| But yet remember that thou art beheld _ 
5 By ſervile eyes ; your geſtures may be ſeen 


Impaſſion d ſtrange ; perhaps your word o'erheard. 
| La. Ran. Well doſt thou counſel, Anna: Heaven 

_ beſtow 

On me that wiſdom which my ſtate requires ! 
Ann. The moments of deliberation paſs, 


| And ſoon you muſt reſolve, This uſeful man 


Muſt be diſmiſs'd in ſafety, ere my lord 
Shall with his brave deliverer return, _ 
Pris. If I amidit aſtoniſhment and fear. 
Have of your words and gel! ures rightly judge, 
Thou art the daughter of my ancient maſter ; 
The child I reſcu'dſt from the flood is thine; 
La. Ran. With thee diſſimulation now were vain. 


1 am indeed the daughter of Sir Malcolm; 


The child thou reſcu'dit from the flood is mine. 
Pris. Bleſt be the hour that made me a poor man! 


My poverty has ſav'd my maſter's houſe! 


La. Ran. Thy words ſurprize me: ; ſure thou doſt 
feign : i 

The tear ſlands in thine eye: fuck ls frym thee 
Sir Malcolm's houſe deferv'd not; if aright 
Thou told'ſt the ſtory of thy own diſtreſs. 

Pris. Sir Malcolm of our baron's was the flower; 
The faſteſt friend, the belt the kindeſt maſter : 
But ah ! he knew nut of my fad ettate, 
After that battle, where bis galant ſar, 
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Your own brave brother, fell, the good old lord 
Grew deſperate and reckleſs of the world ; 

And never, as he erſt was won, went N 

To overlook the conduct of his ſervants. 

Buy them I was thruſt out, and them I blame: 
May heaven ſo judge me as I judg'd my maſter ! 
And God ſo love me as I love his race! 


La. Ran. His race ſhall yet reward thee. On thy | 


faith 
Depends the fate of thy lov'd maſter” s houſe, 
Rememd'reſt thou a little lonely . 
That like a holy bermitage appears 
| Among the clefts of Carron ? 

Pris. I remember 
The cottage of the clefts. 

La. Ran lis that I mean: 

There dwcils a man of venerabie age, 55 
Who in my faiker's ſervice ſpent his youth: * 
Tell him 1 ſeat thee, and with him remain, 
*T;.1 I ſhall call upon thee to declare, 

Before the king and nobles, what thou now. 

| To me haſt tojd. No more but this, and thou 
Shall live in honour all thy future days: 

Thy ſon ſo long ſhall call thee father Rtill, 
And all the land ſliall bleſs the man, who ſav'd 
The ſon of Douglas, and Sir Malcolm's heir. 
Remember well my words: if thou ſhouldlt meet 
Him whom thou call'ſt thy fon, {till call him ſo; 
And mention nothing of his robler father. 

Pris. Fear not that I ſhall marr ſo fair a barveſt, 

By putting in my ſickle ere its ripe. 

Why did J leave my home and antient dame ? 

To find the youth, to tell him all I knew, 

And make him wear theſe je wels in his arms : 
Which might thought, be challeng'd, and!“ 0 bring 
To light the ſecret of his noble birth. _ 


| Lady Randolph goes tow .ards the Sor wants, 
La. Eau. This man is not the affeſſiu you lvipectea, 


Tho' chance cumbin'd fore likelikucds againit btw, 


n R D r. 25 
ue is the faithful bearer of the jewels 


o their right owner, whom 1 in haſte he ſz -cks, j 
V ris meet that you ſhould put him on his way, 
| Since your miſtaken zeal hath dragg'd him hither. 


| [Exeunt hos Li and Servant i 


SCENE big 


hs RanDoLenH and A 
L Ran. My faithtul Anna! doſt thou ſhare my joy? 


I know thou doſt. Unparallel'd event! 
Reaching from heaven to earth. Jehovah" S arm 
F Snatch'd from the waves, and | brings to me my ſon! 
judge of the widow and the orphans father ! 
Accept a widow's and a mothers thank's 


For ſuch a gift! What does my Anaa thiak 


Of the young eagles of a valiant peſt ? 


How ſoon he gaz d on bright and burning arms, 


Spuru'd the low dunghill where his fate had Bs Lim, 
And tower'd up to the region of his fire, 


Anna. How fondly did your eyes devour the boy 


My ſterious nature, with the unſecn cord 


Of powerful inſtinct, drew you to your own, 
La. Ran. The ready ſtory of his birth belicy'd. 


Þ Suppreſt my fancy quite; nor did he owe 


ants. 


ceo, 


To any likeneſs my ſo ſudden favour: 
But now long to fee his face again, 
Examine every feature, and find out 


Ie lineaments of Deu2ias, or my own, 


But moſt of all, I long to let him Know 


Who his true parents are, to c ap his neck; 


And tell him all the ſtory of bis fatter, 

Ann With wary caution you muit bear yourt;.: 
In public, leſt your tenderneſs break forth, 
And in obſervers ſtirr conjectures Hr 
For, if a cherub ia the ſhape of womayu _ 
Should walk this world, yet defamativ would, 
Like a vile curr, bark at the angel's wreig-- 


Jo day the baron ſtarted at your tear: 


2» DOUG L AS: 


La. Ran, He did fo, Anna! well thy miſtreſs knows, 
If the leaſt circumſtance, mote of offence, 

Should touch the baron's eye, his fight would be 
With jealouſy diforder'd. But the more 

It does behoye me inſtant to declare 

The birth of Douglas, and aſſert his rights, 

This night I purpoſe with my ſon to meet, 

Reveal the ſecret, and conſult with him: 
For wiſe he is, or my fond judgment errs, 
As he does, now ſo look'd his noble father, 
Array'd in nature's eaſe : his mien, his ſpeech, 
Were ſweetly ſimple, and full oft deceiv'd 
Thoſe trivial mortals who ſeem always wiſe. 

But, when the matter match'd his mighty mind, 
Up roſe the hero: on his piercing eye 

Sat obſervation; on each glance of thought 

Deciſion follow d, as the thunder bolt 

Purſues tbe flaſh, | . 

Ann. bat demon haunts you a ill; 

. Behold Clenalvon. | 

la. Ran. Now TI ſhun him not. 5 

F This day I bray'd him in behalf of Narval; 

Perhaps too far ; at leaſt my nicer fears 

For Douglas thas interpret. 
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Enter Glenalvon. 
Glen. Noble dame! 
The hov'ring Dane at laſt bis men bath landed : 
No band of pirates; but a mighty hoſt, 
That come to ſettle where their valour conquers ; ; 
To win a country, or to Joſe themſelves. 
La. Ran. But whence comes this intelligence, Gleas 
alvon :? 
Glen. A nimble courier ſent from vonder camp, 
To haſten up the chieftains of the north, 
Inform'd me, as he paſt, that the fierce Dape 
Ilad en the eaſtern coaſt of Lothian landed, 
| Neat tO. that place where the fea-rock immenſe, 
Amazing Baie, looks o'er a fertile land. 


1 


os, 
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La. Ran. Then muſt this weſtern army march to jois 


Ihe warlike troops that guard Edina's tow'rs ! 


Glen. Beyond all queſtion. If impairing time 


Has not effac'd the image of a place, 


Once perfe& in my breaſt, there is a wild 
Which lies to weſtward of that mighty rock, 
And ſeems by nature formed for the camp 


Of water-wafted armies, whoſe chief ſtrength 


Lies in firm foot, unflank'd with warlike horſe : 
If martial ſkil} directs the Daniſh lords, 
There inacceſſible their army lies 


Jo our ſwift ſcow'ring horſe, the bloody feld 


Muſt man to man, and foot to foot be fought. 

La. Ran. How many mothers ſhall bewai] their ſons { 
How many widows weep their huſbands ſlain! _ 
Ye. dames of Denmark! ey'n for you I feel, 


Who, ſadly fitting on the ſea-beat ſhore, 
Long look for lords that never ſhall return. 


Glen. Oft has th' unconguer'd Caledonian fword. 


_ EWidow'd the north. The children of the ſlain 


Come, as I hope, to meet their fathers fate. 
The monſter war, with her inferna} brood, 


Loud yelling fury, and life ending pain, 


Are objects ſuited to Glenalvon's ſoul. 


Gleas 


Scorn is more grievous than the pains of death; 


Reproach more piercing than the pointed ſword. 
La. Ran. I ſcorn thee not, bot when: I ought 1% 
eon; 


Nor e'er reproach'd, but when alex virtue. 


Agaiaſt audacious vice exerts itſelf, 
] own thy worth, Glenalvon none more apt | 
Than I to praiſe thine eminence in arms, 
And be the echo of thy martial fame. 
No longer vainly feed a guilty paſſion: 
Go and purſue a lawful millreſs glory. 
pon the Daniſh creſts redeem thy fault, 
nd let thy valour be the ſhield of Randolph. 
Glen. One infant (tay, and hear an alter d man, 
hen beauty pleads fer virtue, vice abaſh'd 


— 
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Flies its own colours, and goes o'er to virtue; 
I am your convert time will tel] bow truly: 
Tet one immediate proof I mean to give 
That youth for whom your ardent zeal to-day, 
| Somewhat too haughtily, defy'd your ſlave, 
_ Amidſt the ſhock of armies I'll defend, 
And turn death from him with a cuardith arm. 
Sedate my uſe, my boſom maddens not 
At the tumultuous uproar of the field. 

La. Ran, A thus, Glenalvon, and l am thy frienc: 
Bot that's thy leaſt reward. Believe me, Sir, 
i The truly generous is the truely wiſe ; 1 
1 And be who loves not others, lives ble. I 
4 To „ [Exit Lady Randolph 
=. | Glen. [ eus amen! ard virtue is its own reward! 1— 
1 I think that I have hit the very tonne oy 
2 In which ſhe loves to ſpeak. Honey'd aſſent, = 
3 Ho pleaſant art thou to the taſte of man 
1 And women alſo? flattery direct 
FE . Rarely diſguſts. They little know mankind 
= WV bo doubt its operation: *tis my key, 
And opens the wicket of the human heart. 


_ Hou far I have ſucceeded now 1 know not. 
1 Jet I incline to think her ſtormy virtue 
9 Is lull'd a while : 'tis her alone I fear: 


Whilſt ſhe and Randolph live, and live in faith 

And anuty, uncertain is my tenure. 

Fate o'sr my head ſuſpends diſgrace and death, PF? 

By that weak hair, a peeviſh female's will. | 

I am not idle: but the ebbs and flows 

Of fortune's tide cannot be calculated. . 

Tbat flave of Norval's I have found moſt apt: | 

I ſhew'd him gold, and he has pawn'd his foul _ 

To fay and ſwear whatever I ſuggeſt. 

 Nerval l'm told, has that alluring look, 

_ *Twixt man and woman, which I kavs obſery'd 
To charm the nicer and fantaſtic dames, 
Wbo are, like lady Randolph, full of virtue. 
Tn raifing Pee: 5 jealonly I may 


end: 


n 
But point him to the truth. He ſeldom errs | 
Who thinks the worſt he can of womankind, LExit 


ACT w. SCENE I: 
 Flur ſb of Trumpets. 
Enter Lord RanDoLen attended. 


J d. Ran. Susuon an hundred borſe, by break yo 
Gays: 
To wait our pleaſure at the caſtle gate. 
Enter Lady RANDOL PI. 


"X's Ran. Alast "7 lord! I've heard vowelccins 
e bew! | 


Irhe Danes are landed. 


Ld. Ran. Ay, no inroad this 
Of the Northumbrian bent to take 4 ſpoil : 
No ſportive war, no tournament eſſay, | 
Of ſome young knight reſolv'd to break a ſpcarz 
And {tain with boltile blood his maiden arms. 
The Danes are landed: we muſt beat them back, 
Or live the ſlaves of D:nmark, 


La. Ran, Dread al times! | 


Ld Ran. The fenceleſs villages are all forlaken; ; 
The Trembling mothers, and their children lodg'd 
a wall-girt towers and callles; uhilſt the men 
&tire indignant. Yet, like broken Waves, 


hey but retire more awfol to return, 


La. Ran. Immenſe as fame reports the Daniſh hof f 
Ld. Ran. Were it as num'rous as loud fame reports, 
in army knit like our's wou'd pterce it through; 
rothers that ſhrink not from each oiher's ſide, 
And fond companions fill our wailike files: 
or his dear offspring, aud the wife he loves, 
he huſband, and the fearleſs father arm. 
n vulgar breaſts heroic ardor burns, 


nd the poor peaſant mates his deriog lord, | 
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La. Ran, Men's minds are temper'd like their Cword: Thi 


\ h 


for war: 

Lovers of danger, on deftrudion « briok 

The joy to tear erect their daring forms. 
Hence carly gtaves; hence the lone widow' s life ; 


And the {aa mother's grief embitter'd age, 
Where is onr gallant gueſt? 


Ld. Ran. Down in the vale 


I left him managing a hery ſteed, 

Whoſe ſtubborneſs had foii'd the ſtrength and Kill 

Of every rider. = 39 
In earneſt converſation with Glenalvon. 


But behold he comes, 


Enter NoRvAL and GLENALV © oN. 


; Glenalvon'? with the lark ariſe ; go forth, 


And lead my troops that ly in vonder vale : 


Private I travel to the royal camp : 
Norval, thou goeſt with me. But, ſay young t man! 


Were didſt thou learn fo to diſcourſe of war, 


And in ſuch terms as I o'erhcard to day? 
War is no village ſcience, nor its phraſe 


A language taught among the ſhepherd f wains. 
Marv. Small is che jkill my lord delights to praiſe 
In him he favours. —Hear from whence it came. 
Beneath a mountain's brow, the melt remote 


And ieacceflible by ſhepherds trod, 


In a deep cave dug by no mortal hand 
A hermit liv'd ; 


a melancholy man, OO 
Who was the wonder of our wandering ſwains. 
Auſtere and lonel, cruel to himſelf, 


Did they report bim; the cold earth his bed, 


Water his drink, his food the ſhepherds alas: 


I wem to ſee him, and my heart was touch'd 
With reyerecce and pity, 


Mild he ſpake, 


Aud enteriug on diſcourſe, ſuch ſtories told, 


As made me oft reviſit his ſad cell, 

For he had been a ſoldier in his youth; 

And fought in famous battles, when the peers 
Of Europe, by the bold Godfred led, 


Againſttheuſarpiag ia de! diſplay d 


Ple: 
His 
His 


The 
EK Arc 
To 


V 
«| The croſs of Chriſt, and won the Holy-Land. 
Pleas'd with my admiration, and the fire | 
His ſpeech ſtruck from me, the old man would flake 
His years away, and act his youpg encounters : 
Then, haviog ſhew'd bis wounds, he'd fit him down, 
Ard all the live-long day diſcourſe of war. 
ro help my fancy, in the ſmooth green turf 
He cut the figures of the marſhall'd hoſts ;_ 
Deſcrib'd the motions and explain'd the ple 
Of the deep column, and the lengthen'd line, 
The ſquare, the creſcent, and the Phalanx firm. 
For all that Saracen, or Chriſtian knew 
Of war's vaſt art, was to this hermit kaown. 
Ld. Ran. Why did this ſoldier in a deſart hide 
Thoſe qualities that ſhould have grac'd a camp? 
Norv. That too at haſt I learn'd. VUnhapoy man! 
ERetwurniog homewards by Meſſina's port, 
Loaded with wealth and honours bravely won, 
A rude and boiſt'rous captain of the ſea 
Faſten'd a quarrel on bim. Fierce they fonght : 
The ſtranger fell, and with his dying breath 
Declar'd his name and lineage. Migkty God ! 
he ſoldier cried, my brother! Oh! my brother! 5 
La. Ran. His brother! 
Norv. Ves; of the ſame parents born 3 
His only brother. They exchang'd forgiencels 
\nd happy, in my mind, was ke that dy'd : 
For many deaths has the ſurvivor ſoffer d. L 
In the wild deſart on a rock he fits, | (h 
Or on ſome nameleſs ſtream's untrodden banks, 1 
And rumicates all day his dreadful fate. 15 
\t times, alas ! not in his perfect mind! 4. 
Holds dialogues with his lov'd brother's ghoſt; 
nd oft each night ſorſakes his ſullen couch, 
o make ſad orizons for bim he flew. 
La. Ran. To what myſterious woes are mortals born! Be” 
n this dire tragedy were there no more wy 
"nbappy perſors ? did the parents live? , 1 


. 
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Nerv. No; they were dead: kind heav'n \ had clos'd 
their eyes 
Before their ſon had ſhed his chi blood. Fl 
Ia. Ran. Hard is his fate; for he was not to blame T 
There is a deſtiny in this range world, 
Which oft decrees an ge iu: doom: 1 E B 
Let ſchool-men tell us why, —From | whence del 1 
| ſounds * ? | 1A 
[Trumpets at a dj Nance. N 


35 e a6 Drvities, 1 
cer. My Lord, the trumpets of the troops of Lorn: T 


: * valiant leader hails the noble Randolph, Ti 
. 5 1 Mine antient gueſt! ! does he the warriors 1 
| lead! 
_ Has Denmark rous'd the hz old Knight to 8 1 
cer. No; worn with warfare, he reſigus the ſword, A 
His eldeſt hope, the valiant John of . us T 
Now leads his kindred bands. - 
Ia. Ran. Glenalvon, go. EPR 
With hoſpitality's moſt firong mu 1255 | BY 
Entreat mee Exit Glenalrr 89 


Meer. My lord, requeſts are vain. 
He urges on, impatient of delay, 
Stung with the tidings of the foes approach. Not 
Id. Ran. May victory fit on the warrior's plume BI 
Braveſt of men ! his herds and flocks are ſafe; F 
Remote from wars alarms his paſtures ly, 
By mountains inacceſſible ſecur'd : 
Yet foremaſt he into the plains deſcends, 
\ Pager to bleed in battles not his own. 


L Such were the heroes of the ancient world; | : Fo 
Contemners they of indelence and gain; © | 
But till for love of glory, and of arms, 0 


Prone to encounter peril, and to lift A 
Againit each ſtrong antagoniſt the ſpeer., ) 


PI po and preſs the hero to my breaſt. 
\ [Exit Rardolph 
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Manent Lady Rand ph and Norval 

La. Ran. The Cider s loftineſs, the pride and pomp 
Inveſting awful war, Norval, I lee, 
Tranſport thy youthful mind. 

Norv. Ab! ſhould they not? 
Bleſt be the hour 1 left my father's houſe / 
I might have been a ſhepherd all my days, 
And ſtole obſcurely to a peaſant's grave, 
Now, if I live, with mighty chiefs I fiand ; 
And, if I fall, with noble deft I ly, 

La. Ran. There is a gee'rous ſpirit in thy breaſt, 
That could have well ſuſtain'd a prouder fortune. 
This way with me; under yon ſpreading beach, 
Iwill amaze thee with a wond'rous tale. 

Norv. Let there be danger, lady, with the ſecret, 
That I may hug it to my grateful heart, 
And prove my faith, Command my ſword, my life : 
Theſe are the ſole poſſeſſions of poor Nor val. 

La. Ran. Know'ſt thou theſe gems ? 

Nerv, Durſt I belicve mine eyes 


I'd ſay I knew them and they were my father's 


La. Ran. Thy father's ſay'ſt thou! ah! they were 

_ thy father's / 

| Norv. | ſaw them once, and corianlly enquir'd 
Of both my parents, whence ſuch ſplendor came ? 


| Bat! was check'd, and more could never learn. 


La. Ran. Then learn of me thou art not Norval s (on. 
Norv. Not Norval's fon! 
La. Ran. Ner of a ſhepherd ſprung. 
Norv. Lady, who am I then? 
La. Ran. Noble thou art ; 
For noble was thy fire /. 
Norv. I will believe—— 
O! tell me farther / Say who was my | father : 
La. Ran. DOUGLAS! | 
Norv. Lord Douglas, whom to day [ ſaw? 
La. Ran, His younger brother, 
Nerv, And in youder camp * ? 
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La. Ran. Alas! | 
| Norv. You make me ccemblo—Sighs and tears 


| 1 my brave father? 


La. Ran. Ah / too brave indeed: 


He fell in battle ere thyſelf was born. 


Norv. Ah me unhappy | ere I faw the light! a 


But does my mother live? I may conclude, 
From my own fate, her portion has been ſorrow. 


La, Ran, She lives; but waſtes her life in ee 
N woe, 


7 Weeping her buſband "TO her infant loft: 


Norv. You that are ſkill'd ſo well in the ſad ftory 


| Of my unhappy parents, and with tears 
Bewail their deſtiny, now with compaſſiov 
Dom the offspring of the friends you len d, 
O! Tell me who, and where my mother is! 
Oppreſt by a baſe world, perhaps ſhe bends 
Beneath the weight of other ills than grief ; 
And deſolate implores of heaven the aid 
Her ſen ſhould give. It is, it muſt be fo—— 
Your countenance confeſſes that ſhe's wretched. 


O! tell me her condition! Can the ſwvord———- 


Who ſhall refiſt me in a parent's eauſe ? 


La. Ran. Thy virtne ends her woe —My ſon my "fon! 
I am thy mother, and the wife of Deuglas |! 
[Falls upon his neck. 
Norv. O heav'o and earth, how wond'rous is my fats! 
Art thou my mother ? Ever let me kneel ! 
La Ran. Image of Douglas! Fruit of fatal love! 


All that I owe thy fire I pay to thee. 


Norv. Reſpect and admiration till poſſeſs me, 


| Checking the love and fondneſs of a ſon. 
let I was filial to my humble parents. 


Put did my fire ſurpaſs the reſt-of men, 


As thou excelleſt all of womankind ? | ; 

La. Ran, Ariſe, my ſon ! In me thou doſt behold 
The poor remains of beaury once admir'd : 
The autumn of my days is come already: 


For ſorrow made my ſummer haſte away. 


at 


2 
1 
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Vet in my prime I equall'd not thy father : 
His eyes were like the eagle's, yet ſometimes 
Liker the dove's and, as he pleas'd, he wan 
All hearts with ſoftneſs, or with ſpirit aw d, 

Norv. How did he fall? Sure twas a N80 feld 
When Douglas dy d. O I have much to afk! 

La. Ran. Hereafter thou ſhalt here the lengdhen d 

A 

Of all thy father's and thy mother's woes. 
At preſent this: thou art the rightful heit 
Of yonder caſtle, and the wide domains 
Which now Lord Randolph as my huſband, holds, 
But thou ſhalt not be wrong d; I haye the power 


To right thee ſtill: before the king I'll kneel, 


And call Lord Douglas te protect his blood. | 
Norv. The blood of Douglas will protect itſelf, 
La. Ran. Bat we ſhall need both friends and fayour 
| boy, 


To wieſt thy lands and Jordſtsp from the zrive | 


Of Randolns and his kioſman. Yer I thick 


My tale i move each gentle heart to pity, 


My life incline the virtuous to believe. 

Norv. Jo be the fon of Dzuplas is io me 
Inheritance enough. Declare m) birth, 
Aged in the field VII ſeek for fame and fortune. 

La. Ran. Thou doſt not know what perils and inju- 


ſtice 
Await the poor man's e O! my ſon! i 
The nobleft blood in all the land's abaſſi'd, 4 


Having no lacquey but pale poverty. | ET” 
Too long haſt thou been thus attended, Dotight? 5 — 
Too long haſt thou been deem'd a peafägt s child. 
The wanton heir ef ſome inglorious chief 
Perhaps has ſcorn'd thee, in the youthful ſports; 
Whilſt thy indigoant ſpirit ſwell'd in vain ! 

Such contumely thou no mote ſhalt bear: 
But how I purpoſe to redreſs thy wrongs 0 
Muſt be hereafter told. Prudence directs 5 
that we ſhould part before yon chiefs return. 
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_ Beware of me 


* Fe 


Retire, and from thy ruſtie follower's hand 
Receive a billet; which thy mother's care, 
Anxious to ſee thee, dictated before 


This caſual opportunity aroſe 
Of private conference. 
For as I there appoint to meet again. 
Leave me, my fon! and frame thy manners (till 
. To Norval's, not to noble Douglas” ſtate. 


It's purport mark ; 2 


Norv. I will remember, Where i is Norval now ? 


That 70 old man. 
| Rgn. At hand conceal'd he "WY 
As we 


witneſs. 


But beware my ſon, 
Of yon Glenalvon ; 


in his guilty breaſt 


Reſides a villain's ſhrewdoeſs; ever prone 
To falſe eonjecture. 


He hath griey'd my heart, 
Norv. Has he indeed ? Then let yon falſe Glenalven 


Exit e 


N Mines Lady Maas 3 
. Ran. There burſt the ſwother'd flame 
O! thou all righteous and eternal king! 


Who father of the fatherleſs art call'd, 
Protect my ſon— Thy inſpiration, Lord! 


Hath fill'd his boſom with that ſacred fire, 
Which in the breaſts of his forefathers burn'd : 


Set bim on high like them, that he may ſhine 


The ſtar and glory of his native land: 

Then let the miniſter of death deſcend, 

And bear my willing ſpirit to its place ; 
Yonder they come, How do bad women find 
Unchaoging aſpects to conceal their gui't ? 


When I by reaſon, and by juſtice urg'd, 


Full bardly can diſſemble with theſe men 


| In nature's pious cauſe. 


Enter Lord Randolph and Glenalyon, 


*. to meet her at he midoight hour. 


Ld. Ran. Yon gallant chief, 125 


Of arms enamour'd, all repoſe diſclaims. 


La. Ran, Be not, my lord, by bis example Cay d: 
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Atrange the buſineſs of to-morrow now, 
And when you emer, * of war no more. 
en Lady Randolph. 
Manent Lord Randolph and Glenalvon. 
Id. Ran. Tis ſo, by heav'n! her mein, her voice, 
her eye. | 
And her impatience to be gone, confirm it. 
Elen. He parted from her now: Behind the mount, 
Amongſt the trees, 1 ſaw him glide along. 
L.1. Ran. For ſad ſequeſter d virtue the is renown'd : 
Glen, Moſt true, my lord. 


Id. Ran. Let this diftiogiſh'd dame 


Invites a youth, the acquaintance of a day, 

Alone to meet her at the midnight hour. 

This aſhgeation, (eos a letter) the aſſaſſin freed, 

Her manifeſt affe d ion for the youth 

Might breed ſuſpicion in a huſband's brain, 

Whoſe gentle conſort all for love bad wedded : 

Much more in mine. Matilda never loy' d me, 

Let no man, after me, a woman wed, | 

Whoſe heart he knows he has not ; though ſte brings 

A mine of gold, a kingdom for her Cowry: 

For let her ſeem, like the night's ſhadowy queen, 

Cold and contemplative :>—He cannot truſt her: 

She may, ſhe will, bring ſhame and ſorrow on him; 

1he worlt of ſorrows, and the worlt of ſhames! 
Glen. Yield not my Lord, to ſuch afllicling thoughts; 

But let the ſpirit of an huſband ſleep, =) 

Till your own ſenſes make a full concluſion, 

'] his billet muſt to biooming Norval go: 

At the next turn awaits my truſty ſpy; 


Vii give it him refitted for his maſter. 


in the cloſe thicket take your ſecret ſt and; 
1 be moon ſhines brigat, and your on eyes may jadge 
Ot their behaviour. 

LJ. Rin. Thou doſt counſel well. 

Clin. Permit me now to make one ſlight eſſay. 
Of ail the trophies which vain mortals boat. 
By wit, by valour, or by wiſdom wen, 


E 


. That ſhe ſhould run full tilt her fond career, : 
| To one fo little known, She too that ſeem'd 


Whitens its courſe. Even J did think her cbaſte, 


His port 1 love; he's in a proper 4 


Has Norval ſeen the troops? 


42 DO L As: 


'The firſt and farieſt, in a young man's eye, = 
Is woman's captive heart. Succeſsful love In 
With glorious fumes intoxicates the mind | a 
And the proud conqueror in triumph moves 1 My 
Air-born, exalted above vulgar men. FX No 
Ia. Ran. And what avails this maxim * ? :.", WG 
Glen Much, my Lord! . Of 
Wichdraw a little: I'll accoſt young Nerve. b 


And with ironical derifive counſel 


Explore his ſpirit. If he is no more TE Has 
Than humble Nor val, by thy favour l 
Brave as he is, he'll ſhrink aſtoni'd from pie: 
But if he be the favourite of the fair, | 
| Lov'd by the firſt of Caledonia's dames, 
He'll turn upon me, as the lion turns 


Upon the hunter's ſpear. 
Lau. Ran. Tis hrewdly thought, 1 
| Glen. When we grow loud draw near. But let my 
„ TIS: 
His riſing wrath 3 85 | [Exit Randolph. 
Manet GLENALYON, 
8 foi: Tis ſtrange, by heaven! 


Pute as the winter ſtream, when ice imboſs'd 


Whoſe charity gxceeds not. Precious ſex ! 


Whoſe deeds laſcivious paſs Glenalron' s thoughts ? 


2 
[Norval 9 G 
To chide the thander; if at bim 1 it roar'd. 


Norv. The ſettiog ſun, 
With yellow radianee, lighten'd all the vale, 
And as the warriors mov'd, each poliſh'd belm, 


Corliet, or ſpear, glanc'd back his gilded beams, Me 
Of more than mortal ze, tow' ring, they ſeem' d, j 


An boſt angelic clad in 2 burning arms af 


een er 6 


Glen. Thou talk' it well; ; no leader of our hoſt, 
In ſounds more lofty, ſpeaks of glorious war. 
Norv. If I ſhall e'er acquire a leader's name, 
My ſpeech will be leſs ardent. Novelty 
Now prompts my tongue, and youthful admiration 
Vents itſelf freely; ſioce no part is mine 
Of praiſe, pertaining to the great in arms. 5 
Glen. You wrong yourlell, brave Sire your martial 
deeds 
ave rank'd you with the great: but 3 me, Mr vafi 
ord Randolph's favour now exalts your youth 
Above his veterans of famous ſervice. 
Let me, who know theſe ſoldiers, counft you, 
jive them all honour ; ſeem not to command; 
Elſe they will ſcarcely brook your late ſprung power, 
hich our alliance props, nor birth adorns. 
Norv. Sir, I have been accuſtom'd all my days, 
o hear and ſpeak the plain and ſimple truth: 
And though I have been told that there are men 
"ho borrow friendſhip's tongue to ſpeak their (corn, 
et in ſuch language I am little fkill'd, 
herefore I thank Glenalvon for his counſel, 
Although it ſeunded harſhly, Why remind | 
of my birth obſcure ! has, th {lar wy power 
ith ſuch contemptuous terms? 
Glen. ] did not mean to 
To gall your pride, which now 1 os. j is grate. 
Norv. My pride! . 
Glen. Suppreſs it as you wiſh to proſper. * | 
K our pride's exceſſive. Yet for Randolph's ſake 
will not leave you to its raſh direction. 
f thus you ſwell, and frown at high-born men, 
ill high-born men endure a ſhepherd's ſcorn ! 
Norv, A ſhepherd's ſcorn! 
Glen. Yes; if you preſume _ 
o bend on ſoldiers theſe diſdainful eyes. 
hst will become of you? . 
Norv. If this were told! — UAſide. 
laſt theu no fears for thy preſumptuous ſelf! 
| F 2 
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Had not been queſtioo'd thus. But ſuch as thee l 


| Ard who is Norval in Glenalvon's ey es? 


At beſt no more, even if he ſpeaks the truth. 


Bs the vain glorious tale thou toldſt to R andolph. 46 
Perhaps I ſhould revile : Rut as I am 


ls of a race, who ſtrive not but with deeds. 
Did not fear to freeze thy ſhallow valour, 
| And make thee fink too ſoon beneath my {word, 
Pd tell thee what tho 2rt. I know thee well. 


! DOUGLAS: 


Oln. Ha ! doſt thou threaten me? 
Norv. Did'ſt thou not hear? 
Glen. Unwillingly I did; a nobler "YE 


Nerv. . doſt thou think me? 
"Nv 5 11 


Glen. A peaſant's ſon a wandering beggat boy; 1 


Norv. Falſe as thou art, doſt thou ſulpect my truth? 
Glen, Thy truth! thou'rt all a lie; and falſe as bell 


Norv. If I were chain'd, unarm'd, and bed. rid old, 


I have no tongue to rail. The numble Norval 


Clen. Doſt thou not know ane, born to com 
mar:d 
Ten theufard faves like thee ? 
- Nerv. Villain, no more: : 
Draw and defend thy life. 1 did deſiga 
J bave deſy'd thee in another cauſe: 
But heaven accelerates its vengeance on thee. 


Now for my own and Lady Randolph's wrongs. 


Enter Lord RanDoLea. | 
14 Ran. Hold, 1 command 5025 both. The man thi 
ſtirs 
lakes me his foe, 
Nerv. Another voice than thine 


That threat had vainly ſounded, noble Randolph. 


Glen. Hear him, m 5 lord; he's wond rous  condeſcen, 
| a3 

Mark the humility of ape Norval! 
Nery Now you may ſcoff in ſafety CS eat h bis fs 
UP! Ran. Speak not thus, 


T 
1 
N 
1 
11 
1 
] 
ES. 
Wh. 
FE 
I 
R 
F 
1 
-Þ 
F 
1 


K . 0 OP 
Taunting each other; but unfold to me 1 
The cauſe of quarrel, then I Judge betwixt you. 
Nerv. Nay, my good lord, tho' I revere you much, 
5 My cauſe Iplead not, nor demand your judgment. 1 1 
I bluſh to ſpeak; I will not, cannot ſpeaæk | 
Th” opprobrious words that I from him have borne, 
To the liege lord of my dear native ank! 
] owe a fubject's homage : but ev'n him 
And his high arbitration I d reject. 85 
Within my boſom reigns another lord; | 
nth Honour, ſole judge and umpire of felt. i ol 
hell If my free ſpeech offend you, noble Randolph, | 
I Revoke your favours and let Norvalgo  _ 
old Hence as he came, alone, but not diſhonour'd, 
L4. Ran. Thus far I'll medzate with impartial voice : * 
| The antient foe of Caledonia's lane 7 
Now waves his banners o'er his frighted fields. 
Suſpend your purpoſe, till your country's arms 
Repei the bold invader: then | decide - 1 
The private quarrel. 
confi Glen. I agree to this. 
Nerv. And J. 
8 wks Servant, 
Serv. The d waits. VV 
Lad. Ran. We come [Exit Randolph. 
Glen. Nor val. | 8 ” 
Let not our variance mar the ſocial hour, 
N or wreng the hoſpitality of Randolph. 
Nor frowning anger, nor yet wiinkl'd hate, 
1 thi Shall ſtain my countenance. Smooth thou thy brow z . 
Nor let our ſtrife diſturb the gentle dame. 
Nerv: Think not lightly of my reſentment : 
When we contend again, our ſtrife i is mortal. 


3 


cer AGFT-V. SCENE 1. | 
© The Wold. 1 
woll E nter Douglas. | 7 


T8: is the place, the centre of the prove. TR 
Here fiauds the oak, the monarch of the wood: 


N 2 * 33K — är —r—r*r— — 
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How ſweet and ſolemn is this midnight ſcene! 
The filver moon, unclouded, holds her way 


| Thro' ſkies where I could count each little ſtar, | aw 
The fanmiog welt wind ſcarcely itirs the leave J A 
The river, ruſhing o'er its pebbled bed, _— A 
Impoſes ſilence with a ſtilly found ig — T 
In ſuch a place as this, at ſuch an Pour 5 Wi 
If anceftry can be in aught believ'd, - 0 
Deſcending ſpirits have convers'd with ä Ur 
And told the ſecreis of the world unknown. >> K 
Enter Old Norval. 4 
0¹ Marte 'Tis he. But what if 85 ſhould chide me | FG 

| hence: 55 
8 His juſt reproach I fear. 5 [Dovgla 1 ani ſees bim. | 0 
PForgive, forgive, A 


Can'ft chou forgive the man, the ſelfiſh man, 
Wbo bred Sir Malcom's heir a ſhepherd's ſon. | 
Doug. Kneel not to me: thou art my father ſtil 3 
The wiſh'd- for preſence now completes my joy. | | 


Welcome to me, my fortunes thou ſhalt ſnare, = 
And ever honour'd with thy Douglas ive. i 33 1 

Norv. And doſt thou call me father? O wy fon ! | B. 
I think that I covld die to make amends 8 1 
For the great wrong did thee. TwWas my crime W 
Which in the wilderneſs ſo long conceal'd 5 I 
The bloſſom of thy youth. | ] 

Doug. Not worle the fruit, | T1 


That in the wilderneſs the b'oſſom blow'd, 
Amongſt the ſhepherds in the humble cote, 
1 learn'd fome leſſons, which I'll not forget 
When I inhabit yoader lofty towers. 
I, who was once a ſwain, will ever prove 
The poor man's friend; and when my vaſſals bow, 
Norval ſhall ſmooth the creſted pride of Douglas. 
Norv. Let me but live to ſee thine exaltation ! 
Yet grievous are my fears. O leave this place, 
And thoſe unfriendly towers. 
Doug. Why ſhould 1 leave them: 2 
Norv, Lord Randolph and his kinſman ſeek your life. 


» 
i 
f 
9 
: 
1 * £ 
: 
A. © 
2 
7 
A 
* 
* 12S 
8 
4 
o * 
0 
N 
. 
=, 
N 
8 
(S 
Ih 
82 : 
KS: 
Fd 
: * Tx 
A 
1 
Z ö 
+; 
XY 
: 
475 
N 
* 
{4 1 
8 1 
1 of 
Wn 4 
o 
44 
_ 7 
[4 
* 
_—_ 
9g 
#3/ 
oo | 
” 1 
bp 4 
f 
1 
4 
6 
I 
1 
7 7 
A 
wt 
* 
* 
* 
#, 
* * 
* by 
mY” 
4 


5 toe od — 
. Th * « reer — —. 
" 83 S * ns DN RR OOTY 2 
3 — n 
RA it 
= 
» — + 


© 


. 2 4 Non EY > 
: 3 1 - - „„ : ; » wg 
& Fe. - 2 x” 7 A . S 
3 A . _ » - N d 
> 


. 


A TRAGED Y. 


Dcug. How know'ſt tbou that? 
Nerv. I will inform you how. 


When evening came, I left the ſecret place 


Appointed for me by your mother's care, 


And fondly trod in each accuſtom'd path 
| That to the caſtle leads. Whilſt thus I rang d, 


I was alarm'd with unexpected ſounds, 
Of earneſt voices. On the perſons came : 


Unſeen I lurk'd, and overheard them name 


Each other as they talk'd, lord Randolph this, 


And that Glenalvon : ſtill of you they ſpoke. 


And of the lady : threating was their ſpeech, 
Tho' but imperfeAly my ear could hear it. 


'Twas ſtrange, they ſaid, a wonderful diſcoy' fy; 
And ever and anon they vow'd revenge. 


Doug. Revenge! for what? 
Norv. For beiog what you are, 
Sir Malcolm s heir: how elſe have you offended. ? 


47 


When they were gone, I hied me to my cottage, - 


And there fat muling how I beſt might find 


Means to inform you of their wicked purpoſe, 


But I could think of none: at laſt perplex d 
I iſſued forth, encompaſſin g the tower 
With many a weary ſtep ard wiſhful look. 
Now providence hath brought you to my fi Okt, 


Let not your too courageous ſpiit ſcorn 
The caution which I give. 


Doug. I ſcorn it not. 
My mother warn'd me of Glenalvon's baſenefs; 
But I will not ſuſpect the nobe Randolp. 
Io our encounter with the vile aſſaſſins, 
mark d his brave demeanor, him 1'ti trult. 
Norv. I tear you will too far. 
Dong. Here in this place 
I wait my mother's coming: ſhe ſhall know 
What thou baſt told: her council I will follow; 
And cautions ever are a mother's counſels. 


ou muſt depart ; 3 your pieience may prevent. 
Our in ter vie w. 


48 DOUGLAS 


To give à bold defiance to our hoſt 1 
| Before he ſpeaks it out I will accept; 


y thovghts and words are all of hope and joy. 


Nerv. My bleſſing reſt upon thee ! Pat 

o © may heay'ns hand, which ſav'd thee ſtom the wave, IT 
And from the fond of foes, be near thee ſtill, a by 
Torning miſchance, if avght bangs o'er thy head, W 
all upon mine! [Exit old Norral 'T 

| Doug. He loves me like # parent; FA 

And muſt not, ſhali not loſe the ſon he Wen | 
Altho' his ſon has found a nobler father. _ I. 
Eventful day, how halt thou chang'd my ſtate! It 
Once on the cold, and winter ſhaded fide _ Sit 
Of a bleak hill, miſchance had rooted me, IA 
Never to thrive, child of another ſolil?2? A. 
Tranſplanted now to the gay ſunny vale, Bi IA 
Ike the green thorn of May, my fortune flowers. lat 
Te glorious ſtars ! bigh heaven's reſplendent hoſt! Tb 
Jo whom I oft bave of my lot complain'dy, e 


Hear and record my ſoul's unalter'd wiſh ! 
Dead or alive, let me be but renown'd — 
May heav'n inſpire ſome fierce gigantic Dane, 


Like Douglas . or Te eig dic. 


Enter Lady RanDourn.- 
La. Lan. My ſon! I heard a voice—— 


Dogug.———The voice was mine. 1 
La. Ran. Didit thou complain a! loud to nature's ear 
That thus in duſky ſhades, at midnight hours, Th 
Iy ſtealth the mother and the ſon ſhould meet? But 


[Embracing bin An 
Doug. No: on this happy day. this better biith-dafſ 


La. Ran, Sad fear and melancholy til] divide 
The empire of my breaſt with hope and joy. 
Now hear what I adviſe. 

Doug, Firſt, let me tell 
What may the tenor of your counſel change. 

Ja. Ran. My haves forebodes ſome evil. 

Deug. Tis not food ——— Fo 1 


ATRAGE 5 6 


; At eve, unſeen by Randolph and Glenalvon, 


rval, 


The good old Norval ia the grove o'erheard 


Their converſation; oft they mention'd me | 
With dreadful threatoiags ; you they ſometimes nam d. 
Twas ſtrange, they ſaid, a wonderful diſcovery; 
And ever and anon they 70 revenge, 

La. Ran. Defend us, gracious God, we are bay d. 
They have found out the ſecret of thy birth; 
It muſt be ſo. That is the great diſcovery. 
Sir Malcom's heir is come to claim his own ; 


And he will be reveng'd. | Perhaps even now, 


; Cal 
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Arm'd and prepar'd for murder, they but wait 
A darker and more ſilent hour to break 
Into the chamber where they think thou ſleep' 3 
This moment, this, heav'n hath ordain'd to ſave thee 1 
Fly to the camp, my ſon/ 

Doug. And leave you here! 
No : to the c ſtle let us go together, 
Call up the antient ſeryants of your houſe, 
Who in their youth did eat your father's bread, 
Then tell them loudly that I am your fon, 
If in the breaſts of men one ſpark remains 
Of ſacred love, fidelity, or pity, 


[Some in your cauſe will arm, I ask but few | 
To drive thoſe ſpoilers from my father's. houſe. 


La. Ran. O nature, nature; what can check thy. 
force ? TY 
Thou genuine offspring of the Fo Dooglas ! ! 
But raih not on deſtruction: ſave thyſelf, 
And Iam ſafe. To me they mean no harm. 
hy ſtay but risks thy precious life in vaia. 
hat winding path conducts thee to the river. 
rols where thou ſeeſt a broad and beaten way, 
Vhich running eaſtward leads thee to the camp, 
lab ant demand admittance to Lord Dog las. 
hew him theſe jewels, which his brother wore, 
Thy look, thy voice, will make him feel the truth, 
'hich I by certain proof will ſoon confirm. = 
Doug. 1 yield me and obey : bat 7e. my ben 


Pu point it out again, 
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Bleeds at this parting. Something bids me flay 
And guard a mother's life. Oft have I read 


Of wond'rous deeds by one bold arm atchiey'd. 


Our foes are two; no more; let me go forth, 


And ſee if any ſhield can guard Glenalvon. 
La. Ran. If thou regard'ſt thy mother, or revert 


Thy father's mem'ry think of this no more. 
One thing I have to ſay before we part: 


Long wert thou loſt; and thou art found, my child, 


In a moſt fearful e War and battle 
I have great cauſe to dread. Too well 1 ſee 


Which way the current of thy temper ſets 
Jo day I've found thee. Oh my long loſt hope! By 


If thou to giddy valour giv'lt the rein, 


To morrow I may loſe my ſon for ever, 
The love of thee, before thou ſaw'ſt the light, 
Suſtain'd my life when thy brave father fell, 

Ik thou ſhalt fall, 1 have no love nor bope 
5 In this waſte world! my ſon, remember me! | 
Dong. What ſhall I ſay? how can I give you comfort? 

The God of battles of my life diſpoſe 

As may be beſt for you ! for whoſe dear ſake 

I will not bear myſelf as I reſolv'd. 

But yet conſider, as no vulgar name 
That which I boaſt ſounds amongſt wiritat mes, 

How will inglorious caution ſuit my claim? 


The poſt of fate unſhrinking J maintain. 
My country's foes muſt witneſs who I am. 


On the invaders heads, I'II prove my birth, 


Till friends and ſoes confeſs the genuine ſtraiu. 

If in this firife I fall, blame not your ſon, 

Who if he lives not honour'd, muſt not live. 
La. Ran. I will not utter what my boſom feels, 

Too wel] 1 love that valour which I warn. 


Farewel my fon ! my counſels are but vain, (Embracing. 
Add as high he av'n hath will'd it all muſt be. (/-parates, 


La. Ran. Gaze not on me, thou wilt 8 the path · 


g. 
. 
the 


Luſt as they are ſeparating, enter from the Wood. 
Lord Randolph and Glenalyon] 


Id. Ran. Not i in her preſence, 
* oF 
Glen, I'm prepar a 
. Nan. No: I command thee tay, 
1 go alone: it never ſhall be ſaid 
That I took odds to combat mortal man. 
The nobleſt Vengeance is the moſt compleat. 


[Exit Lord Randolph. 
 {Glenalron makes feme fteps to the fame fide f the 


ſtage, lijtens and ſpeaks.) 
Chim: Demons of death come ſettle on wy ſword, | 
And to a double ſlaughter guide it home! 


The lover and the huſband both mult die. 


| [Lord Randolph behind the  ſeenes 
14 Ran. Dan villain, draw, _ 


Doug. Aſſail me not, Lord Randolph; 
Not as thou loy'ſt Rs” [Claſbing of ſwords.) 


Now i is he time. 


Enter Lady Randolph at the oppoſe te fic de of the fags - 


faint and breathleſs. 


La. Ran. Lord Randolph hear me; all tall be thine 5 


own: 

But ſpare ! O ſpare my ſon 
Enter Douglas with a fword in each band. 
Doug. My mother' s voice 


 Yian protect thee ſtill. 


La. Ran. He lives, he lives : 


Por this, for this to Heay'n eternal praiſe! 
But ſure I ſaw thee fall. 


Doug. It was Glenalvon. . 
Juſt as my arm had maſter'd Randolph's ſword, 
The villain came behind me but I flew him. 
La. Ran. Behind thee! Ah; chou rt wounded 0 my 
| child, N 
How pale thou look'ſt! and all I tals thee now! 
200g Do not deſpair : I feel a little faintnels ; 3 
2 


* 
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| [Glenalvon running out 
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1 hope it will not laſt. 


5 - 8 U tas; 


[Leans upon his fword. 
Ld. Ran. There is no hope! | 


And we muſt part“ the band of death is on thee ! 
"OE my beloved child! O Douglas, Douglas! 


[Douglas growing more and more faint, 
Doug. Too ſoon we bart: 1 bave pot Won been Dou- 
glas. | 


I deftiny ! ! hardly thou deal'ſt with me: 
Clouded and hid, a firaoger to mylelf, 
| Jn low ang poor obſcurity I liv'd, 


La, Ran. Has beay' n Fete {nee for an end ke 

OT a | 
Doug. O had 1 fall'n 28 my brave Pers fell, 
Turning with great effort the tide of batte! 


Like them I ſhould have ſmil'd and welcom'd death. 
But thus to pariih by a villain's hand! _ 
Cut off from nature's, and from glory's courſe, 
Which never mortal was 10 fond to run. 


3 


- Tits Ran, Hear Jab! ice! hear! ſtretch thy avenging 
arm. — [Dong / 
Douy. Uaknown 1 ie; ns tongue ſhall ſpeak . me. 
50585 noble ſpicits, judging by themſelves, 
May yet conjectuse what I might haye . 
And think life wanting only to my fame: 5 
Bot who fall comfort ibee? 
La. Ran Deſpair |! deſpair! SEL 
Deug. O bad it pleas'd bigh heav'n to let me EY 
A little while my eyes that gaze on thee 


Grow dim apace! my mother! Oh | wy mother! [Dies. 


Enter Lord Randolph and Anna. 
I. Ran, Thy words, the words of an bave pere d 
my heart. 


I em the ſtain of knighthood and of arms. 
Oh ! if my brave dehverer ſurvives 
The traitor's a 


Ann. Alas! lock there, my lord. 


1 Ran The mother and her ſon! Hö dur 1 aw] 
Was I the cauſe? No: I was not the Cc3u! e. 9 
Yen matci lels viileio did ſeduce my foul 


d. 
nt, 


JU- 


ke 


A TRAGED v. 


To frantic jealoufy. 

Ann. My lady lives : 
The agony of grief bath but ſoppreſt 
A while her powers, 

Ld. Ran. But my deliy' rers dead! 1 
The world did once eſteem Lord Randolph well, 
Sincere of heart, for ſpotleſs honour fam'd ; 
Aud in my early days, glory I gain'd 
Beneath the holy banner of the croſs, | 
Now paſt the noon of life, ſhame comes apon me z . 5 
Reproach, aad infamy, and public hate, RL 
Are near at hand; for all mankind will thick | 


5 That Randolph bafely leb d Sir Malcolm's heir, 


— 1 


[Lady Randolph recovering. 
th Rbn. Where am 1 now? ul ! in this wretched 
world! | 


Grief cannot break a heart 5 hard as mine. 


My youth was worn in anguiſh ; bur yeath's Argh, 
With hope's aſſiſtance, dore the brunt of ſorrow ; 1 


And train'd me on to be the object now, 
Oo. which omnipotence diſplays iiſelf, 


Making a ſpectacle, a tale of me, 


To awe its vaſſal, man. 
Id. Ran. O milery! 


Amidſt thy ragiog grief I muſt proclaim | 
| My innocence. | 


La. Ran. Thy innocence ! 
Ld. Ran. My guilt 

Is innocence compar'd with what thou think it. 
La. Ran. Of thee I think not: what have I to da 


{ With tbee, or any thing? My fon ! my foo! 


My beautiful! my brave! how. prout as I 

Of thee, and of thy yalour ! my fond heart 
(Yerflow'd this day with tranſport, when ! thought 
Of growing old amidſt a race of thine, 

Who might make up to me their father's childhood, 
Ard bear my brother's and my huſband's name: 
New al! my hopes are dead! A little while 

Was Ta wile ! a mother not t fo long! 
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| But in \ this rage ſhe muſt abhor my preſence. LExit Ann; 


The ſpitetul vulgar, come to gaze: on TR: ph — 


I beſe are the hairs that ſhovld have ſtre wd the ground, 
And not the lacks of Douglas, 


Curt, curſt Glenglvon, he eſcap'd too well, 1 f 


#008; 
What am I now 'I know— But I ſhall be | 47 
That only whilſt 1 pleaſe ; for ſuch a fon _ | £4 


And ſuch a kuſband make a woman bold. Nun out, 7 


La. Ran. Follow her, Anna: I myſelf would follow 226k 


Enter Old Norval. 


Now. I hard the voice of woes bey band m1 gu!p 
child!!! s fes 
Lad. Ran. A Iready i is the idle gaping wha = 


b Begoue | 

© Nerv. I fear thee not. 4 will « oot go. 30677 4 
Vere I'll remain. I'm an accomplice, lord, IA 
With thee ir murder Yes, my ſins did help _ Pon 
Jo cruſh down to the ground this lovely plant, owe 
O nobleit youth that ever yet was born! d þ 
| Sweeteſt and beſt, gentleſt and braveſt ſpirit, + 4288" hy 
That ever bleſt the world! Wreich that I . t 
Who faw that noble ſpirit ſwell and riſe © OS La. 
Above the narrow limits that confin'dit! bail 

Vet never was by all thy virtues won 1 8 007+ 0: 
Jo do thee juſlice, and reveal the ſecrett.. pf 
Which timely known, bad rais'd thee far above rey 
The villain's ſoare. Oh! } am puniſty'd now !- Ou 


[Tears bir hair, and 3 uimſely 

pan the body of Douglas. 
14 Ran. 1 1 thee now: thy boldneſs e 5 
1 crelt is fal}'n For thee I will appoint | 
A place of reſt, if grief will let thee reft. 1 
7 will reward although I cannot pubiſn. „„ 


Though ſlain and baffled by the hand he hated, = 
Foaming with rage end fury to the laſt, 1 
Curling his conqueror, the {con dy'd. 
Enter ANNA. 
Ann. My lord, my lord? 
L. Ran. peak : 1 can bear cf horrer. 


A TRAGED Y Fo 
Ann Yorror indeed ! 5 
Ld. Ran. Matilda? 

Ann. Is no more. 

he ran, ſhe flew like lightning ap the hill, 
or halted till the precipice ſhe gain'd, 

Wencath whoſe low'ring top the river falls 

nguiph'd in rifted rocks : thither ſhe came, 8 
s fearleſs as the eagle lights upon it, 

nd headlong deẽ 
Ld. Ran. Twas II alas! was 3 

hat fll'd ber breaſt with fury; drove her down 

be precipice of death! Wretch that lam! 

Ann. O had you ſeen her laſt deſparing look! 

pon the brink ſhe ſtood, and caſt her eyes 
Down on the deep : then lifting up her head 

d her white hands to heay'n, ſeeming to ſay, 


hy am l forc'd to this? She plavged herſelf Fo 
to the empty air. 


Ld. Ran. I will not vent, F | 
vain complaints, the paſſion of my foul. 
ace in this world J never can enjoy. 
þeſe wounds the gratitude of Randolph gave. 
bey ſpeak aloud, and with the voice of fate 
Foounce my Joon; I amrelclv'd. Vil go 
ad, Naight to the battle, where the man that makes 
| turn aſide muſt threaten worſe than death. 
ef » faithful to thy miſtreſs, take this ring, 
| aries of my power. Let every rite _ 
Ith coſt and pomp upon their funerals wait; 
Randolph hopes he never ſhall return. 
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Spoken by Mr. BARRY, 


AY Eplogve I aſl 43 . not one on 


Our bard will write: He vows tis moſt abſurd 


With comic wit to contradict the ſtrain + 

Of tragedy, and make your ſorrows rain, 
Sadly he ſays, that pity is the beſt, 

Ihe nobleſt-paſſion of the human en 

For when its ſacred ſtreams the heart © a. 

In guſhes pleaſure with the tide of woe 
And when its waves retire, like thoſe of an 

They leave behind them ſuch a golden ſoil, 

That there the virtues without ealture grow, 

There the ſwect bloſſoms of affedion blow. 

Theſe were his words 4 void of delufve art 


I felt them; for he ſpoke them from his beart, 


Nor will I now attempt, with witty fol! Y> | 
Te chace away eſta EL 
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